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PREFACE

THE teacher of reading distinguishes two periods in the ele-
mentary grades; the period of learning to read, and the period
of reading to learn. During the first three years of school
life, the greater part of the time is spent in learning to read,
that is, in endeavoring to master the mechanics of reading,
and, at the same time, storing up mental pictures which tend to
develop the faculties of the child gradually and systematically.

But when the children take up the Fourth Reader, a more
varied and interesting field of literature is opened to them.
Gradually they leave the realm of childhood and fancy and
enter into a more realistic world. It may be said, then, that
the Fourth Reader serves as a transition from the work of the
Primary to that of the Grammar grades.

The Fourth Reader of The Ideal Catholic Series is arranged
according to the ideas and principles of the best educators in
this country. While keeping the religious feature in the fore-
ground, the author has succeeded in introducing selections of
real literary value which cannot help appealing to the true, the
beautiful, and the good in the nature of the child.

The numerous narratives from the Bible, the historical ac-
counts of the first settlers of our continent, the stories telling
of the heroic work performed by the early Catholic mission-
aries, the interesting biographical sketches, the lessons incul-
cating true love of country, the admirable nature studies, the -
engrossing and thrilling stories, and the exquisite selection of
poetry, make this reader comprehensive, literary, @sthetic, and
religious.
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Moreover, the excellent contents of this book place before
the mind of the child the noblest and the most inspiring ideals
couched in simple and refined language. They deal especially
with the period of youth which has an absorbing interest for
school children, and they give plenty of scope for the proper
training of the imagination.

The teacher will find the Questions and Notes at the end of
each lesson a valuable help in ascertaining whether the chil-
dren have grasped the thought of the story. These questions
and notes are merely suggestive.

The necessity of oral reproduction cannot be insisted upon
too strongly. An extensive acquaintance with words is useful,
but an ability to use them in expressing one’s-thoughts is a
consummation devoutly to be wished.

Though the study of phonetics is supposed to be completed
in the third grade, it is now not to be neglected. All the new
or difficult words should be analyzed phonetically by the chil-
dren. This will help to increase their phonetic power, and
make the work of recognizing and pronouncing at first sight
more easy.

Special care has been taken to include in this reader selec-
tions which will serve to develop and cultivate the different
feelings of the human heart. When children feel what they
are reading, good expression is secured, and the work becomes
a pleasure rather than a task.
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THE YOUNG MISSIONARIES

Xavier  delightful interesting departure
cassock actually assembled  astonishment

A few years ago, a good priest, who had spent
about thirty years among the Indians, spoke to
the children of a Catholic school about his labors
in the West.

In the course of his delightful talk, he told the
following interesting story :

“ About thirty years ago, I was sent to a certain
tribe of Indians in the West. They were, indeed,
very glad to see me, and gave me a warm wel-
come. They even received me into their tribe.

“The Indians took great interest in everything
I said and did, except when I spoke to them about
God.

“ Morning and evening, I brought them to the
little log church for public prayers; and on Sun-
day morning, I tried to get them to go to Mass.
I did everything in my power to draw them to
God.
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« After a few months, I noticed that the Indians
were beginning to get tired of daily prayers. They
began to stay away from church one by one, until
it seemed that my work among them was almost
useless.

«I called a special meeting of the tribe. 1 told
them that I felt that my labors among them were
next to useless. And as they did not seem to be
interested in the religion of Jesus Christ, I was
going to another tribe about a hundred miles
away.

“No one but the children seemed to mind my
departure. The little ones clung to my cassock
and begged me not to go. They actually wept
when they saw me going.

“ A few days later, I reached the other tribe of
Indians. Here I found things very different.

“ From the beginning, all wished to know about
the religion of Jesus Christ. In a short time,
they had built a small log church. Here they
assembled every time I rang the mission bell.
Morning and evening prayers were said in public.
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On Sunday, the Indians, young and old, took
special delight in singing hymns.

“The Indian men went hunting and fishing
during the day. The squaws did the work of the
house, and in the springtime planted the corn.

“One Sunday morning, as I was saying Mass,
two little boys from my first Indian mission came
into the log church.

“ On seeing them, the chief said: « What do you
want, my little friends?’

“«We wish to see the Black Robe.’

“«Why do you wish to see the Black Robe?’

«¢Qur chief wants to see him at once.’

« After Mass, the two Indian boys were brought
to me.

“They said that they had been sent by their
chief and all the members of the tribe to beg of
me to visit them.

“This was a great surprise to me. I did not
have the least idea of what they wanted. Neither
could the boys tell me. I felt, however, that I
ought to go.
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“So after dinner, I bade farewell to my
Indian children and started on my journey with
the two boys.

“It was a long, tiresome walk. There were
no roads. We had to follow a pathway over
mountains and valleys, through forests and
meadow lands.

“ When I reached the end of my journey, my
clothes were torn in several places by the briers
and the brushwood of the forest, and my shoes
were worn beyond repair.

“I went at once to the tent of the chief; but
he was not at home. Then I hastened to the
little log church, thinking he might be there.

“Imagine my astonishment to see all the tribe
— men, women, and children — gathered in the
little church for evening prayer. I could hardly
believe my eyes. I could not understand it.
However, I went on my knees and prayed with
them. |

“When the evening prayers were finished,
every Indian present came forth and shook
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hands with me. They said that they were very
glad to see me.

“I told them how pleased I was to hear them
saying their evening prayers. I then asked how
they had learned them.

“The chief told me that two little Indian chil-
dren had taught the whole tribe their morning
and evening prayers.

“« While you were with us, Father, these two
children learned the prayers by heart. When
you left us, they rang the bell every morning
and evening, just as you did; and when the In-
dians came to the church, they said the prayers
just as they had seen you do.

“¢Since that day all the Indians have said
morning and evening prayers without fail.

“«Now, dear Father, we wish you would stay
with us all the time. We will treat you better
than we did when you first came to us.’

“I told them that I should like to remain
with them all the time, but that was impossible.

“«Will you visit us off and on ?’ asked the chief.
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“T promised to come to see them at least
once a month. This seemed to please them.

«“ A few years later, the whole tribe was re-
ceived into the Church on the feast of St.
Francis Xavier.

“But never forget, my little friends, that
mostly all this missionary work was done by
two little Indian children not much older than
yourselves.”

NoTEs AND QUESTIONS

Why did the missionary tell this story? Why did he
leave his first mission? What did the two boys ask him to
do? What do you mean by a Black Robe? When is the feast
of St. Francis Xavier? Was St. Francis Xavier a missionary ?

The noble work of Catholic missionaries should be dwelt
upon whenever an opportunity presents itself.

Drill on the phrases in this and succeeding lessons.

A USEFUL LESSON
Prayers and good words within your memory store
And, at stray moments, say them o’er and o’er;
'Twill help to hallow all your work and play,
And holy thoughts will keep bad thoughts away.

— Rev. MarrHEW Russery, S.J.
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LonGreELLOW’S DAUGHTERS.

19



THE CHILDREN'S HOUR

occupations  castle surround dungeon
descending  banditti moustache  fortress
Allegra

Between the dark and the daylight,
When the night is beginning to lower,

Comes a pause in the day’s occupations,
That is known as the Children’s Hour.

I hear in the chamber above me
The patter of little feet,

The sound of a door that is opened,
And voices soft and sweet.

From my study I see in the lamplight,
Descending the broad hall stair,

Grave Alice, and laughing Allegra,
And Edith with golden hair.

A whisper, and then a silence :
Yet I know by their merry eyes
They are plotting and planning together
To take me by surprise.
20



A sudden rush from the stairway,
A sudden raid from the hall!

By three doors left unguarded
They enter my castle wall!

They climb up into my turret
O’er the arms and back of my chair;
If T try to escape, they surround me;
They seem to be everywhere.

Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti,
Because you have scaled the wall,
Such an old moustache as I am
Is not a match for you all?

I have you fast in my fortress,
And will not let you depart,

But put you down into the dungeon
In the round-tower of my heart.

And there will I keep you forever,
Yes, forever and a day,

Till the walls shall crumble to ruin,
And molder in dust away!

— HeExry WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW.
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When is the Children’s Hour ?  Why is it called their hour ?
Name the children in this pretty poem. Whom were they
coming to see? What did the children do? What did Long-
fellow say to them? What is the meaning of castle, turret,
devour, banditti, fortress, occupation, raid, dungeon, entwine?
Have you read any other poem by Longfellow ?

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882), one of Amer-
ica’s foremost poets, was born in Portland, Me.

‘WORD BUILDING

downcast imbibe impossible compare
downfall immortal improper complain
downhearted impart import compact
downhill impair ‘imprison compute
downpour impose impatient commit
downright improve impede combine
downtrod imperfect impress command
downward important implore commence

THE BLESSED TRINITY

O Blessed Trinity !
Thy children dare to lift their hearts to Thee,
And bless Thy triple Majesty!

Holy Trinity!

Blessed Equal Three,

One God, we praise Thee.
—Rrv. F. W, FABER.
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THE LAST SUPPER

disciple pasch chalice testament
Eucharist  remission  divinity = appearance
Judas instituted

The day before Jesus was nailed to the Cross,
the disciples came to Him, saying: « Where wilt
Thou that we prepare for Thee to eat the pasch?”

Jesus said: “ Go ye into the city to a certain
man, and say to him: ¢The Master saith, My
time is near at hand; with thee I make the pasch
with My disciples.” ’”

The disciples did as Jesus told them, and they
prepared the pasch.
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When it was evening, Jesus sat down with His
twelve di'seiples. While they were eating, He
said : ‘“ Amen, I say to you, that one of you is
about to betray Me.”

" The disciples being very much ‘troubled began
every one to say: “Is it I, Lord?”’

Jesus answering said: « He that dippeth his

hand with Me in the dish, he shall betray Me.
' «The Son of man indeed goeth, as it is written
of Him; but woe to that man by whom the Son
of man shall be betrayed. It were better for him
that he had not been born.”

Judas said: «“Is it I, Rabbi?”

Jesus answered : “ Thou hast said it.”

And while they were at supper, Jesus took
bread, blessed, broke, and gave to His disciples
and said : « Take ye and eat. This is My Body.”

In like manner, taking the chalice, Jesus gave
it to them saying: “ Drink ye all of this. For
this is My Blood of the New Testament, which
shall be shed for many unto the remission of
sins.”
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It was on this occasion that our Blessed Lord
instituted the sacrament of the Blessed Eucharist
which contains the Body and Blood, Soul and
Divinity of Jesus Christ, under the appearance
of bread and wine.

NoTES AND QUESTIONS

What is meant by the «“Last Supper”? Who were present
at it? What Jewish feast was being celebrated on that occa-
sion? Who betrayed Jesus? How did Jesus institute the
sacrament of Holy Eucharist? What is the Holy Eucharist?
What is the meaning of disciple, pasch, instituted, betray,
divinity, remission ?

Have the children pick out the sentences which ask questions
and those which tell something.

FOUR THINGS

Four things a man must learn to do
If he would make his record true!
To think without confusion clearly;
To love his fellow-men sincerely ;

To act from honest motives purely;
To trust in God and heaven securely.

— HeENrRY VAN DvYKE.
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WOODMAN, SPARE THAT TREE
sheltered forbear gushing

Woodman, spare that tree!
Touch not a single bough ;
In youth it sheltered me,
And T'll protect it now.
"Twas my forefather’s hand
That placed it near his cot;
Then, woodman, let it stand ;
Thy ax shall harm it not.

That old familiar tree,
Whose glory and renown
Are spread o’er land and sea;
And wouldst thou hack it down ?
Woodman, forbear thy stroke !
Cut not its earth-bound ties;
Oh, spare that aged oak,
Now towering to the skies.

When but an idle boy,
I sought its grateful shade;
26



In all their gushing joy,
Here, too, my sisters played.
My mother kissed me here;
My father pressed my hand ;
Forgive this foolish tear —
But let that old oak stand!

My heart-strings round thee cling,
Close to thy bark, old friend!
Here shall the wild-bird sing,
And still thy branches bend.
Old tree! the storm shall brave!
And, woodman, leave the spot ;
While I've a hand to save,
Thy ax shall harm it not.

— GeorGeE P. MoORRIS.

NoTES AND QUESTIONS
To whom is the poet talking? Why does he say spare the
tree? What kind of a tree was it? What is meant by
“Now towering to the skies”? Who else played under the
shade of that tree ? Did you ever see an oak tree? What is
the fruit of the oak called? What use is made of the oak tree?
Use in sentences shelter, protect, cot, familiar, renown, gushing.

George Pope Morris (1802-1864), a journalist and poet of
New York City, was born in Philadelphia, Penn.
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THE BOY AND THE CRICKET

coaxed scolding bakery receipted debts

John Adams, a kind gentleman of thirty years,
went one day into a bakery to buy some cakes.

He wanted them for his little son, Fred, who
had to be coaxed to eat anything. Such pretty
cakes, he thought, might make the sick boy eat.

While he waited for his change, a little boy,
six or eight years old, in poor but neat clothes,
entered the bakery.
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““Mrs. Armstrong,” said he to the baker’s
wife, “ mother sent me for a loaf of bread.”

The woman took from the shelf the best
loaf she could find, and put it into the arms
of the little boy.

Mr. Adams, in the meantime, noticed the thin
and thoughtful face of the little fellow.

“ Have you any money ?”’ asked the baker’s
wife.

The little boy looked very sad.

“No, Mrs. Armstrong,” he said, hugging the
loaf closer to his thin blouse; ¢but mother
told me to say that she would come to speak
to you about it to-morrow.”

“ Run along,” said the good woman; ¢ carry
your bread home, child.”

“ Thank you, Mrs. Armstrong,” said the poor
little fellow.

Mr. Adams came forward for his change. Tak-
ing the box of cakes in his hand, he was about
to leave the store, when to his great surprise,
he found the child with his big loaf, whom he
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supposed to be halfway home, standing behind
him.

“ What are you doing there?’ said Mrs. Arm-
strong to the child. “Don’t you like your
bread ?”’

“Oh, yes, Mrs. Armstrong!” said the child.

“ Well, then, carry it to your mother, my little
friend. If you wait any longer, she will think
you are playing on the way home, and you will
get a scolding.”

The child did not seem to hear. He was
thinking of something else.

The baker’s wife went up to him, and gave
him a friendly tap on the shoulder. ¢ What
are you thinking about?”” said she.

“ Mrs. Armstrong,” said the little boy, ‘ what
is it that sings?”

““There is no singing,” said she.

“Yes!” cried the little fellow. ¢ Hear it!”

Mr. Adams and the baker’s wife both listened,
but they could hear nothing but the song of
the crickets.
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«“Tt is a little bird,” said the dear little fellow
“or perhaps the bread sings when it bakes as
the apples do?”’

“No, indeed, my little friend!” said the
baker’s wife; ‘those are crickets. They are
singing in the bakery, because we are lighting
the oven, and they like to see the fire.”

“(Crickets!” said the child. ¢ Are they really
crickets?”’

“ Yes, to be sure,” said Mrs. Armstrong.

The child’s face lighted up.

I should like to have a cricket,” said the boy.

“ A cricket!” said the baker’s wife, smiling.
“ What in the world would you do with a cricket,
my little friend? I would gladly give you all
there are in the bakery.”

“Qh! give me one, only one, if you please!”
said the child, clasping his little thin hands
under the big loaf.

“The song of the crickets may cheer my
poor mother, who has so much trouble, that
she is crying most of the time,” said the boy.
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“Why does your mother cry?’ said Mr
Adams.

“ On account of her debts, sir,”’ said the little
fellow. ¢ Father is dead, and mother works very
hard ; but she cannot pay them all.”

Mr. Adams took the little boy in his arms
and kissed him.

Meanwhile the baker’s wife, who did not dare
to touch a cricket herself, had gone into the
bakery.

She made her husband catch four crickets and
put them into a box with holes in the cover, so
that they might breathe.

She then gave the box to the child, who went
away very happy.

«“ Poor little fellow!” said Mr. Adams when
he had gone.

Then the baker’s wife took down her account
book and, finding the page where the mother’s
charges were written, wrote at the bottom of
the page « Paid!” '

Mr. Adams, meanwhile, had put into a little
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box all the money he had in his pockets. He
begged Mrs. Armstrong to send it at once to the
mother of the cricket-boy, with her bill receipted.

In the box, Mr. Adams had placed a note, in
which he told the mother that she had a son.
who would one day be her joy and her pride.

Mrs. Armstrong gave the box to her son, and
told him to make haste, so as to get to the
mother’s house first.

The little boy with his big loaf, and his four
crickets, could not run very fast, so that, when
he reached home, he found his mother, for the
first time in many weeks, with a smile of peace
and happiness upon her lips.

The boy thought that it was the coming of
his four crickets which had made his mother
happy. — From the French of PierrE J. HETZEL.

NoTES AND QUESTIONS

Why did Mr. Adams like the little boy who came to the
bakery ? Was Mrs. Armstrong kind to the boy? Why did
the boy want a cricket? Did the crickets make the mother
happy ? Who made the mother happy ?

Have the children reproduce or dramatize this story.
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THE CHILD’'S WORLD
isles

Great, wide, beautiful, wonderful world,
With the wonderful water round you curled,
And the wonderful grass upon your breast,
World, you are beau‘tifully drest.

The wonderful air is over me,

And the wonderful wind is shaking the tree —
It walks on the water, and whirls the mills,
And talks to itself on the top of the hills.

You friendly Earth, how far do you go,

With the wheat fields that nod and the rivers that
flow,

With cities and gardens, and cliffs and isles,

And people upon you for thousands of miles?

Ah! you are so great, and I am so small,

I hardly can think of you, World, at all;

And yet, when I said my prayers to-day,

My mother kissed me and said, quite gay,
34



«If the wonderful World is great to you,
And great to father and mother too,
You are more than the Earth, though you are
such a dot!
You can love and think, and the Earth cannot!”
— WiLriam B. Ranbs.

NoTES AND QUESTIONS

‘Who made the wonderful world ? How is the world dressed ?
What does the wind do? Name some of the many things in
the world. What does the child think about the earth? What
does the mother say about it ?

This is a good place to introduce an elementary geography
lesson. '

William B. Rands (1823-1882), an English writer and poet,
was born in Chelsea, England.

A PRISONER TO A ROBIN

Welcome ! welcome, little stranger!
Welcome to my lone retreat!
Here secure from every danger,
Hop about, and chirp, and eat.
Robin! how I envy thee,
Happy child of liberty !

— JaMES MONTGOMERY,
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THE BROOK
loiter messenger reverie

It is the mountain to the sea

That makes a messenger of me ;

And, lest I loiter on the way

And lose what I am sent to say,

He sets his reverie to song

And bids me sing it all day long.
Farewell! for here the stream is slow,
And I have many a mile to go.

—REev. Joax B. Tass.

NoTEs AND QUESTIONS

Rev. John Banister Tabb (1845-1909), a well-known lyric
poet, was born in Virginia. After taking part in the Civil War,
he became a Catholic, studied for the priesthood, was ordained,
and subsequently was professor of literature at St. Charles
College, Ellicott City, Md.

O Wind, why do you never rest,
Wandering, whistling to and fro,
Bringing rain out of the west,
From the dim north bringing snow?

— CHRISTINA ROSSETTI.
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ST. JOHN THE BAPTIST

penance preparation  Galilee Elias
Herodias  revenge prophet  wilderness
latchet

Born in the same year as our Blessed Lord and
in the same country, John the Baptist spent most
of his younger days in the desert fasting and
doing penance.

This life was a preparation for the great work
which he was about to begin.

His dress was of camel’s hair with a belt
around his waist.

When he was thirty years of age, he began to
preach, saying: “ Do penance, for the kingdom
of heaven is at hand.”

Then the people of Jerusalem, of Judea, and
all the country about the Jordan went to John
the Baptist, and were baptized by him in the
river Jordan, confessing their sins.

One day, Jesus came from Galilee to be bap-
‘tized by him.
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John said to Him: “I ought to be Dbaptized
by You, and comest Thou to me?”’

Jesus answering said to John: ¢ Suffer it to
be so now, for so it becometh us to fulfill all
justice.”

Jesus, being baptized, came out of the water;
and lo! the heavens were opened: and He saw
the Spirit of God descending as a dove and
coming upon Him.

Behold a voice came from heaven, saying, * This
is My Beloved Son in Whom I am well pleased.”

Shortly after this remarkable event, the Jews
sent to John priests to ask him: ¢ Who art
thou?”

John answered : “ I am not the Christ.”

They asked him: ¢ What then? Art thou
Elias?”

He said: «“I am not.”

« Art thou the prophet? ”’

And he answered: ¢ No.”

Then they said to him: “ Who art thou, that
we may give an answer to them that sent us?”
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John the Baptist answered: “I am the voice
of one crying in the wilderness; make straight
the way of the Lord.”

The priests said to him: « Why then dost thou
baptize, if thou be not Christ, nor Elias, nor the
prophet?”’

John said to them : 1 baptize with water, but
there hath stood One in the midst of you, Whom
you know not. The same is He that shall come
after me, Who is preferred before me, the latchet
of Whose shoe I am not worthy to loose.”

John the Baptist was really a very wonderful
saint. He preached the Word of God and feared
no man. |

On one occasion, he told Herod that it was
not right for him to marry his brother’s wife,
Herodias.

When Herodias heard what he had said about
her, she made up her mind to have revenge.

So Herod cast John the Baptist into prison,
and would have put him to death, but he was
afraid of the people.
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On Herod’s birthday, the daughter of Herodias
danced before Herod and all the guests. A

She did so well that Herod promised that he
would give her whatever she asked of him.

The girl went to her mother and said: ¢ What
shall T ask?”

The mother answered: ¢ Ask for the head of
John the Baptist on a dish.” '
Then the daughter went to Herod and said:
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“@ive me the head of John the Baptist on a
dish.”

This request made King Herod very sad.

So, sending for a soldier, he commanded that
the head of John the Baptist be brought to him.

Having beheaded the Saint in prison, the
soldier put the Baptist’s head on a dish and gave
it to the girl.

She in turn gave it to her wicked mother, who
was then satisfied.

NoTES AND QUESTIONS

When and where was St. John the Baptist born ? How did
he dress? Why did he go into the desert? When did he
begin to preach? Who baptized our Lord? What happened
when Jesus came out of the water? What did the priests say
to him? How did he offend Herod? What happened at
Herod’s birthday party? For what did the girl ask? Who
told her what to ask? Was the mother satisfied ?

In connection with this lesson, the teacher should tell the
children about the three ways of baptizing which have been
used by the Church.

Every day is a fresh beginning;
Every morn is a world made new.

— SusaN COOLIDGE.
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THE CHILD OF MARY’S PRAYER
maternal  counsel siren unwary wander

Lady, as thy name we ponder,
Surely thou wilt hear our prayer;

We are frail and apt to wander,
And we need maternal care.

We are wayward and unwary,
Lightly do we faithless prove;

Yet we are thy children, Mary,
And we live in thy heart’s love.

If the world advise us wrongly,
And we trust its siren lay,
Lady of Good Counsel, strongly
Right us, ere we go astray.

When the ills of life have tried us,
And we sorely need a friend,

Lady of Good Counsel, guide us
Safely, surely to our end.

So, whatever need o’ertake us,
Lady, still we look to thee.
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May thy counsel ever make us,
Such as God would have us be.

—Rev. Freperick C. Kousg, D.D.

NoTEs AND QUESTIONS

To whom is the poet speaking ? What is another word for
“maternal ”? When are we faithless to Mary? What do we
ask the Blessed Virgin in the third stanza? Who is always a
good friend of ours? For what do we pray in the last stanza ?

Rev. Frederick C. Kolbe, D.D., a writer, poet, botanist, and
geologist, was born in 1852. He was for many years the editor
of the Catholic Magazine of South Africa. He is at present en-
gaged in his priestly calling in South Africa.

‘WORD BUILDING

abduct accede addict admit
abnormal accept addition advance
absolve acclaim address advent
absent accost adduce advert
abstain accord adhere adverb
abstract account admire advise
abstruse acquire adjust advice

No man is born into this world whose work
Is not born with him; there is always work,
And tools to work withal, for those who will ;
And blessed are the horny hands of toil.

— James RussELn LoweLr.
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TINY TIM'S CHRISTMAS DINNER

bubbling cripple sufficient particular
speckled proposed  hearth excited
bustle Belinda Cratchit Martha

Then up rose Mrs. Cratchit, dressed in a twice-
turned gown. She and Belinda Cratchit, her
daughter, laid the cloth and set the table, while
Master Peter Cratchit plunged a fork into the
saucepan of potatoes.

Just then the two smaller Cratchits, a boy and
a girl, came rushing in, screaming that outside the
baker’s they had smelt the goose, and known it
for their own.

These young Cratchits danced about the table
while Master Peter Cratchit blew the fire, until
the slow potatoes, bubbling up, knocked loudly at
the saucepan lid to be let out and peeled.

“ What has happened to your father?” said
Mrs. Cratchit. “And your brother, Tiny Tim?
And Martha was not as late last Christmas Day
by half an hour!”
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« Here’s Martha, mother!” said a girl, appear-
ing as she spoke.

« Here’s Martha, mother!” cried the two young
Cratchits.

“ Hurrah! There’s such a goose, Martha!”

“ Why, bless your heart alive, my dear, how late
you are!’’ said Mrs. Cratchit, kissing her a dozen
times, and taking off her shawl and bonnet for
her.

“ We had a great deal of work to finish up last
night,” replied the girl, “and had to clear away
this morning, mother!”

“ Well! never mind so long as you are come,”
said Mrs. Cratchit. ¢ Sit down before the fire, my
dear.”

“No, no! There’s father coming,” cried the
two young Cratchits, who were everywhere at
once. “ Hide, Martha, hide!”

So Martha hid herself, and in came little Bob,
the father, with at least three feet of comforter
hanging down before him; and his threadbare
clothes darned up and brushed, and Tiny Tim
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upon his shoulder. Alas for Tiny Tim, he bore a
little crutch, and had his legs supported by an
iron frame.

« Why, where’s our Martha?” cried Bob
Cratchit, looking around.
« Not coming,” said Mrs. Cratchit.
“Not coming!” said Bob. ¢ Not coming upon
Christmas Day!”
Martha did not like to see him disappointed, if
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it were only in joke, so she came out from behind
the closet door, and ran into his arms, while the
two young Cratchits took Tiny Tim into the wash
house, that he might hear the pudding. singing in
the kettle.

«“ And how did little Tim behave?” asked Mrs.
Cratchit.

“As good as gold,” said Bob, “and Dbetter.
Somehow he gets thoughtful, sitting by himself so
much, and thinks the strangest things you ever
heard. He told me, coming home, that he hoped
the people saw him in the church, because he was
a cripple, and it might be pleasant to them to
remember, upon Christmas Day, Who made lame
beggars walk and blind men see.”

Bob’s voice trembled when he told them this,
and trembled more when he said that Tiny Tim
was growing strong and hearty.

His active little crutch was heard upon the floor,
and back came Tiny Tim before another word was
spoken.

Master Peter and the two young Cratchits went
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to fetch the goose, with which they soon returned
in high glee.

Such a bustle ensued that you might have
thought a goose the rarest of all birds; and
in truth it was something very like it in that
house.

Mrs. Cratchit made the gravy hissing hot;
Master Peter mashed the potatoes; Miss Belinda
sweetened up the apple sauce; Martha dusted the
hot plates; Bob took Tiny Tim beside him in a
tiny corner at the table; the two young Cratchits
set chairs for everybody, not forgetting themselves,
and mounting guard upon their posts, crammed
spoons into their mouths, lest they should shriek
for goose before their turn came to be helped.

At last the dishes were set on, and -grace was
said. It was followed by a breathless pause, as
Mrs. Cratchit prepared to plunge the carving knife
into the breast. When she did, and when the
long-expected gush of stuffing issued forth, one
murmur of delight arose all round the board.
Even Tiny Tim, excited by the two young
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- Cratchits, beat on the table with the handle of
his knife, and feebly cried, «“ Hurrah!”

There never was such a goose. Bob said that
he didn’t believe there ever was such a goose
cooked. Its tenderness and flavor, size and cheap-
ness, were on every one’s lips. With apple sauce
and mashed potatoes, it was a sufficient dinner for
the whole family.

Indeed, as Mrs. Cratchit said with great delight,
looking at one small bone upon the dish, they had
not eaten all of it yet! Yet every one had had
enough, and the youngest Cratchits in particular
were steeped in sage and onion to the eyebrows.

But now the plates being changed by Miss
Belinda, Mrs. Cratchit left the room alone to take
the pudding up and bring it in.

Suppose it should not be done enough! Sup-
pose it should break in turning out! Suppose
somebody should have climbed over the wall of
the back yard, and stolen it, while they were
merry with the goose !

Hello! A great deal of steam! The pudding
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was out of the kettle. A smell like a washing
day! That was the cloth. A smell like an eating
house and a baker’s next door to each other, with
a laundress’s next door to that! That was the
pudding!

In half a minute Mrs. Cratchit entered —flushed,
but smiling proudly — with the pudding, like a
speckled cannon ball, so hard and firm, and decked
with Christmas holly stuck into the top.

Oh, a wonderful pudding! Bob Cratchit said,
and calmly too, that he regarded it as the best
pudding that Mrs. Cratchit had ever made. Every-
body had something to say about it, but nobody
said or thought it was at all a small pudding for a
large family.

At last the dinner was all done, the cloth was
cleared, the hearth swept, and the fire made up.
Then all the Cratchit family drew round the
hearth, in what Bob Cratchit called a circle,
meaning half a one; and watched the chestnuts
on the fire as they sputtered and cracked noisily.
Then Bob proposed :
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«“ A merry Christmas to us all, my dears. God
bless us.”
“ God bless us every one!” said Tiny Tim, the

last of all. — CHARLES DICKENS.

NoTEs AND QUESTIONS

How many members in the Cratchit family ? What day
were they celebrating? What were Mrs. Cratchit and Belinda
doing? Who tended to the potatoes? How did he know
when they were doné? Why did the two younger Cratchits
rush into the house? Why was Martha late? Who brought
Tiny Tim? Where had they been? What did Tiny Tim say
to his father when they came out of church? Tell how the
goose was prepared. What came after the goose ? What did
Bob Cratchit say about the pudding ?

This is a good story to dramatize.

Charles Dickens (1812-1870), an English writer and novel-
ist, was born at Portsmouth, England.

WHAT HAVE 1I?

The Shepherds had an Angel,
The Wise Men had a Star,
But what have I, a little child,
To guide me home from far,
Where glad stars sing together

And singing angels are?
— CHRISTINA ROSSETTI,
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GUARDIAN ANGEL

font patron elements sponsor  rescued

My oldest friend, mine froin the hour
When first I drew my breath;

My faithful friend, that shall be mine,
Unfailing till the death.

No Patron saint, nor Mary’s love,
The dearest and the best,

Has known my being, as thou hast known,
And blest, as thou hast blest.

Thou wast my sponsor at the font,
And thou, each budding year,
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Didst whisper elements of truth
Into my childish ear.

Oh! who of all thy toils and cares
Can tell the tale complete,

To place me under Mary’s smile,
And Peter’s royal feet!

And thou wilt hang about my bed,
When life is ebbing low;

Of debt, impatience, and of gloom,
The jealous, sleepless foe.

So pray, that, rescued from the storm
Of heaven’s eternal ire,

I may lie down, then rise again,
Safe, and yet saved by fire.

— CArDINAL NEWMAN.
NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Whom does the poet call his faithful friend ? What does
the Guardian Angel do? Explain the third line in the third
stanza. What will the Guardian Angel do when we are dying ?
What request does the poet make to the Guardian Angel ?

Have the children give the meaning of consigned, sponsor,
font, elements, ire.

John Henry Cardinal Newman (1801-1890), one of the most
eminent writers of English prose, was born in London, England.
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WORD BUILDING

backbone begone deface eject
background behold defeat elate
backhand- below deform elect
backstitch before degrade emit
backwater beneath delight erase
backstop behave delay erect
backwoods beside destroy equip
backward bestow descend . evolve
MISTLETOE

To the cradle bough of a naked tree,
Benumbed with ice and snow,

A Christmas dream brought-suddenly
A birth of mistletoe.

The shepherd stars from their fleecy cloud
Strode out on the night to see;

The Herod north-wind blustered loud
To rend it from the tree.

But the old year took it for a sign,
And blessed it in his heart:

“ With prophecy of peace divine,
Let now my soul depart.”

— REv. Jounx B. Tass.
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THE FLOOD

Noe * female raven sacrifice
cubits fifty Armenia olive

Many, many years ago, after the time of Cain
and Abel, the people became very wicked. They
lost sight of their duties to God, and committed
all kinds of sin and crime.

When God saw that there was so much evil in
the hearts of men, He said: «“I will destroy man
whom I have created; yea, more, I will destroy
the beasts of the fields, the creeping things, and
the fowls of the air.” '

But among all these wicked and sinful people,
there was a just man called Noe.

God told him to build an ark, and to cover
it inside and out with pitch.

The length of the ark was three hundred
cubits, its breadth was fifty cubits, and its height
thirty cubits.

It was three stories high with many little

* Noe is sometimes spelled Noah.
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rooms. But strange to say, it had only one
window, and a door set in the side.

God then told Noe that there was to be a
great flood upon the earth. This would destroy
every living creature.

But God, wishing to save Noe, said to him:
“Thou shalt enter into the ark, thou and thy sons,
and thy wife, and the wives of thy sons with thee.

« And of every living creature, thou shalt bring
two of a sort, male and female, into the ark, that
they may live with thee.

“Thou shalt also take with thee enough of all
food that may be eaten.”

After Noe, his family, and two or more of all
the living creatures on earth were within the
ark, the flood-gates of heaven were opened, and
the rain fell upon the earth forty days and forty
nights.

And the waters increased and lifted up the ark
on high from the earth, until it was fifty cubits
higher than the mountains which it covered.

Every living creature that was not in the ark
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was destroyed; for the flood remained upon the
earth one hundred and fifty days.

At the end of this time, God remembered
Noe and all the living creatures in the ark. He
sent a wind upon the earth which caused the
waters to abate.

On the seventh month, the ark rested upon
the mountains in Armenia.

The waters kept growing less and less until
the tenth month when the tops of the mountains
appeared.

Forty days after this, Noe opened the window
of the ark, and sent forth a raven which did
not return till the waters were dried up.

Then Noe sent forth a dove to see if the waters
had ceased.

The dove, not finding a place on which to rest,
returned to him into the ark, for the waters were
still upon the whole earth.

Seven days later, he again sent forth the dove.
She returned in the evening carrying a few
leaves of an olive tree in her mouth.
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Noe then understood that the waters had
ceased upon the earth.

A week later Noe again sent forth the dove.
But she never returned.
Then Noe, opening the cover of the ark, looked
and saw that the face of the earth was dry.
God spoke to him, saying: “Go out of the
ark, thy wife and thy sons and the wives of
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thy sons with thee. Bring out with thee all
living things, and go ye upon the earth.”

In thanksgiving, Noe built an altar to the
Lord, and offered sacrifice. ,

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Why did God send the flood? How were Noe and his
family saved? How long did it rain? What happened to
all the men and all the other living creatures that were not
in the ark? Why did Noe send out a raven? How did he
know that the face of the earth was dry? When he came out
of the ark, how did he thank God?

‘What is the meaning of cubit, ark, abate, sacrifice ?

A CHILD’S THOUGHT OF GOD
They say that God lives very high;

But, if you look above the pines,
You cannot see our God; and why?

And, if you dig down in the mines,
You never see Him in the gold;
Though from Him all that’s glory shines.

God is so good He wears a fold
Of heaven and earth across His face,

Like secrets kept for love, untold.
— EL1ZABETH BARRETT BROWN ING.
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TAKE CARE

cruel ugly contrive violet reflected
cherish

Little children, you must seek
Rather to be good than wise,

For the thoughts you do not speak
Shine out in your cheeks and eyes.

If you think that you can be
Cross or cruel, and look fair,
Let me tell you how to see
You are quite mistaken there.

Go and stand before the glass,
And some ugly thought contrive,

And my word will come to pass
Just as sure as you're alive !

What you have, and what you lack,
All the same as what you wear,
You will see reflected back ;
So, my little folks, take care!
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What should little children seek ?
thoughts that children do not speak?
and stand before a glass”?

And not only in the glass

Will your secrets come to view;
All beholders, as they pass,

Will perceive and know them, too.

Goodness shows in blushes bright,
Or in eyelids dropping down,

Like a violet from the light;
Badness, in a sneer or frown.

Out of sight, my boys and girls,
Every root of beauty starts;

So think iess about your curls,
More about your minds and hearts.

Cherish what is good, and drive
Evil thoughts and feelings far;
For, as sure as you're alive,
You will show for what you are.

— AricE CARry.

NoTES AND QUESTIONS

Who else will know your secret thoughts?

Have the children pick out the commanding sentences in this
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How can you tell the
What is meant by “ Go
What will you see in the glass?



A LITTLE GIRL AND HER CONSCIENCE

gingham  consumption distinct recollection
earnest terrible

One pleasant afternoon, Agnes and I were
seated in the neat room which served Miss Jane
Woods for parlor, kitchen, and bedroom.

The lady of the house was sitting in an arm-
chair. She wore a clean gingham dress, and a
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plain cap, as white as the driven snow, covered
her silver locks.

A little round table stood beside her. On it
were her knitting and some religious books which
she read many times a day.

«“] am delighted to see you, dear,” was her
affectionate welcome. ¢ Do I know this lady with
you?”

“No,” I answered; “she is a friend of mine.”

«“] am glad to see her if she is your friend,”
she said.

« May I ask you, Miss Woods, if you feel well
enough to-day to tell my friend, Agnes, the story
of your life?”

«“ What! the whole story ?”

Miss Woods was silent for a minute or two, as
if to collect her thoughts. Then she began :

«“ My father, who was a sailor, lost his life at
sea, when I was two years old. My mother never
had very good health. About six years after my
father’s death she fell into consumption.

“I was too young to remember much of her,
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but I have a distinct recollection of seeing her
often sitting by the window looking out into the
beautiful world about her. Sometimes her lips
would move in prayer; and occasionally a big
tear might be seen on her pale face.

“One day she called me to her, and said with
an earnest voice, ‘ God save my child from the
evil that is in the world, and give her the grace
of a good conscience.’

“These last words I shall never forget. The
very next day she died.

“This was the first time I had seen any one
die. But there was such a happy, peaceful ex-
pression on my mother’s face, that death did not
seem very terrible to me, till I found that they
were going to carry her away.

“I think I must have believed that she was
asleep, and expected her to awake; for, when
they started to take her body from me, I hardly
knew what I was doing, and begged them to leave
me my mother.

¢ Mrs. Brown, a kind old lady, took me in her
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lap, put her arms around me, and tried to soothe
and comfort me.

“She told me that my mother had gone to
heaven; that it was only her body that was dead ;
but her soul was living, and had gone to God.

««But I want to see her,” said I.

“<You will see her again, my child, if you are
good,” said Mrs. Brown.

“This good lady took me home with her; and
it is to her kindness I owe everything.

“I had neither money nor relatives. My
mother had made a living by taking in sewing,
but had nothing to leave me.

«“ Now, at this moment, when I am so old, and
forget so many things, how well I remember her
and all she said!

“It seems as if I could hear her say, ¢ What
should I do without you, my little Jane?’

“I would rather live over those days, when I
was trying to help and comfort my dear mother,
than any other part of my life.

¢ Children do not realize how much they can

F 65



do for their parents. They do not know what a
source of comfort it will be to them in after
years to think that they have lessened the suf-
ferings of a tired or sick mother.

“ Mrs. Brown told me that she would send me
to school, and that I should always have a home
at her house. She also said that, as she was not
very rich, I would be expected to work hard at
school, as well as to do all I could to help her at
home.

“ She gave me such good advice, and told me I
must never do anything without first asking my
conscience whether it was right to do it.

“I was so thankful to my kind friend for her
tender care of me, that I always tried to do what
she told me.

curious meddle guilty modesty
criminal despised

“I had not been long in school, before my
conscience was tested.
“One day, when the teacher went out of the
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room during recess, she left her penknife open
upon her desk. Nearly all the girls took it into
their hands to look at it, for it had a number of
blades, and was rather curious. Some of them
tried the knife to see how sharp it was.

“We had been told not to meddle with any-
thing on the teacher’s desk.
“As I was one of the small girls, I did not get
a chance to look at it until all had seen it. But
when the other children ran out to the play-
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ground and I was left alone, I went to the desk,
took up the knife and opened and shut all the
blades.

“ When the teacher returned, she immediately
saw that we had taken up her knife.

“¢Some one,’ she said, ‘has been using my
penknife. I am sure of it, because the blade that
I left open is now shut, and another blade is
nicked. Who did it?’

“ Not a girl spoke. I thought that I was the
only one who had opened and shut the blades,
but I knew I had not nicked either of them.
I knew also that all the other girls had taken
up the knife. I did not like to take the whole
blame. So I did not tell the teacher what I
had done.

« After waiting a few moments, the teacher
said: ¢As no one admits having touched my
knife, I shall have to punish the innocent with
the guilty. I shall take away a merit from all
of you, except those few girls who, I feel sure,
would not disobey me.’
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“There were only five girls in the class who
did not lose a merit, and I was one of them.

“As she named them over, and gave her
reasons for believing them innocent, when she
came to me, she said, ¢Little Jane Woods has
been so orderly and so good ever since she
came here, that I am sure that it was not she
who did it, and, if she had done it, I am sure
she would say so.’

«I felt as if I was choking. I put my head
on the desk, so that no one could see my face.
But the girls thought that my modesty made
me appear so confused. No one but God and
myself knew that I had a guilty conscience.

«“] felt too much ashamed to speak. I thought
of nothing else during schooltime. I failed in
all my lessons. The teacher, thinking I was
sick, sent me home.

“As I went along the street, I recalled all
that Mrs. Brown had said to me, and I under-
stood then what she meant by saying that con-
science is the voice of God in my heart.
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“Though no one accused me, I felt like a
criminal. Every one thought well of me; my
teacher and my companions all loved me; but
I despised and hated myself. I felt that God
was displeased with me.

“As usual I went directly to Mrs. Brown to
ask her what she had for me to do.

««Why, what is the matter, Jane? You do
not look like yourself. Have you been naughty,
or are you sick, child ?’

“T could not bear to have her speak so kindly
to me when I did not deserve it. So I burst
into tears and told her all.

«¢ And now, Jane, what are you going to do?’

«“«] want you, Mrs. Brown, to tell the teacher,
if you please.’

« «Better tell her yourself,” she answered.

orphan notch announcement courage
tender worse

“I went a little before schooltime, that I’
might see the teacher alone.
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“When I entered the classroom, I heard her
say to a friend, ‘This is my dear little orphan
girl.’

«“She called me to her, and took me in
her lap.

« «Well, honest little Jane,’ she said, ‘why
do you not look up in my face, as you always
do?’

“This was too much for me. I burst into
tears and put my hands over my face.

«“¢«What is the matter, Jane?’ said she.

« As soon as I could speak, I said: ‘It was
I who opened the knife. 1 was wicked when
you thought I was good, for I did not tell the
truth. I opened and shut all the blades, and
I cut a notch on my nail with one.’

“When I had told the teacher, 1 felt better.
It seemed as if a great load had been taken off
my heart.

“In a few minutes, the teacher said to me:
‘1 am sorry that you did wrong, Jane; but I
am very glad that you have a tender conscience.
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«“«] trust, my dear Jane, that you are so sorry
for what you have done, that you will never
again commit such a fault.

¢« «Taking my knife in your hands was merely’
a thoughtless act of disobedience, but it was very
wrong not to tell me when I asked who did it.’

“I realized that the teacher thought that I
was the only one who had touched her knife.
She believed me worse than I really was.

“Then she said to me, ¢You must tell the
whole school that it was you who took my knife.’

“ While she was talking, the girls had entered
the classroom. I had cried so much that I could
hardly speak. So she said that, as I was a little
girl, she would speak for me.

“ As soon as she had made the announcement,
nearly every girl in the school said: ¢It was
not little Jane, it was 1.

“This gave me courage to speak. So I said:
“Yes, I did take it up when you were all out
on the playground. I opened and shut all the
blades, and cut a little notch on my nail.’
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“¢<And so did I!” <“And so did I!’ was
heard from a number of voices.

“ ¢« And we took it first,” said the other girls.

“ When there was silence, the teacher told
us that she was glad to see that, although we
had not obeyed conscience in the morning, we
were doing so now.

“¢ And are you not all happier ?’ she said.

“‘Yes,” they all said.

“¢‘And is not God good, to put this feeling
in your hearts, that makes you unhappy when
you do wrong, and happy when you do right?

‘“¢Follow your conscience, children, and it

will lead you to heaven.””
— Adapted from Eminy H. MILLER.

NoTEs AND QUESTIONS

Name the chief characters in this story. Tell about Miss
Jane Woods and her home. Who came to visit her? What
did they wish to hear? Tell about Miss Woods’ father and
mother. What advice did the mother give Jane? When the
mother died, who took care of Jane? What good advice did
Mrs. Brown give Jane? What does conscience do? How
was Jane’s conscience tested ? How did the teacher punish
the girls?
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THE LITTLE BOY’S GOOD NIGHT

The sun is hidden from our sight,
The birds are sleeping sound;

Tis time to say to all, “Good night!”
And give a kiss all round.

Good night! my father, mother dear:
Now kiss your little son;

Good night! my friends, both far and near;
Good night to every one!

Good night! ye merry, merry birds:
Sleep well till morning light;
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Perhaps if you could sing in words,
You would have said, ““Good night!”

To all my pretty flowers, Good night!
You blossom while I sleep;

And all the stars that shine so bright
With you their watches keep.

The moon is lighting up the skies,
The stars are sparkling there;
'Tis time to shut your weary eyes,
And say your evening prayer.

— Evr1zA LEE FOLLEN.

NoTEsS AND QUESTIONS

The exclamatory sentences as well as the exclamation points
in this poem should be called to the attention of the children.

Mrs. Eliza Lee Follen (1787-1859), a popular author and
poet, was born in Massachusetts.

‘WORD BUILDING

afford almost among another
affront already amuse announce
affect always amend annoy
affix also amount annex
affirm almighty amid annotate
afflict although amidst annul
affright altogether amaze answer
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THE BOY WHO ALWAYS FORGOT

dreadfully blunders solemn undertaken
punishment fortitude considerate

One of the best boys in the world was
James Powers, but he had one bad habit.
He constantly forgot to close the doors. One
day, Slypaws, the puss, crept into the sitting
room and caught mamma’s dear little bird,
Dick.

James felt very bad. If he had not been a
great big boy of eleven, he would have cried just
as Mary, his baby sister, had done.

Then, one day, James left the gate open, and
Mary ran away. James was so scared that he
did not know that he cried.

Mamma’s pale, frightened face haunted him
for days, and he actually did better.

Of course Mary was found, but at the end of
a week James forgot all about it, left the chicken-
house door unlocked, and some one stole many
of his hens.
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These were his most serious forgettings, and
yet they did not break his bad habit.

He was always forgetting his books, his bat,
his ball, or anything that could be forgotten.

If mamma sent him upstairs for anything,
he would forget what it was, and would call
down after a long time: “ What did you want,
mamma ? "’ '

Truly he was enough to try the patience of a
saint, but Mrs. Powers was a very kind woman.
She never dared to send him on an errand, since
he had brought home nails instead of butter when
there was company. ‘I forgot,” was all he said,
but he was dreadfully ashamed. Yet he went
on making such blunders.

At last, mamma took her little boy on her
knee — James felt that he would never be too
old for that position—and brushing back his
curls with her hands, she said: ¢« What is in-
side my boy’s mind that should make him always
forget?”

James could only answer with solemn eyes:
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«“ T do not know, mamma.”

«“ Neither do I,”” said mamma. ¢ His little
heart is good — just as good and willing as his
mind is forgetful. What shall we do to cure
him?”’

James answered even more solemnly than
before :

“I do not know, mamma.”

“ Neither do I,” again replied mamma.

But that night she and papa had a long talk,
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and they decided that James must be taught a
lesson. It began that very Saturday night.

“Did you bring me a new hat, papa?”’ asked
James.

«“Qh, I forgot,” papa answered, turning his
head to hide his tell-tale eyes.

Poor James’ lip trembled.

“] cannot go to grandma’s, papa, to-morrow,”
he said.

“Iam sorry; I truly am,” papa replied gravely.

And he was sorry he had undertaken this pun-
ishment.

James’ birthday came the next week, and
mamma told him he might have a party. But
when the day came she said :

« Bless me, I forgot to invite any one.”

James had not felt so bad since Mary had run
away. He spent his twelfth birthday in his own
room, trying hard to keep back the tears.

It took all of mamma’s fortitude to spoil her
boy’s pleasure, and she was glad that papa had
been considerate, and brought him a pair of boots.
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That evening James was almost happy again,
‘stamping about in his squeaky boots, but there
was a very sore spot in his heart for many days

after.
harvest lawyer consoled
requests purposely anguish

improvement

“Papa, may I go to the harvest home with
you?” James asked one fall day.

“] guess so,” replied papa. But when the
day came, he went early in the morning, and
forgot to call James. ‘

Papa was a lawyer, and often spoke at harvest
homes. James had counted much on this trip,
and was very much disappointed at not going.
Papa, however, brought him a handsome knife,
which consoled him somewhat. But the disap-
pointment had been as keen as though no reward
was coming.

«“ Papa, will you please ask the teacher if she
will excuse me at recess this afternoon? Mamma
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is going to take me to grandma’s,” was James’
next request.

«I will try to remember,” said papa; but
when he came home at noon, in reply to James,
he answered :

«1 forgot.”

And so James had to stay in school all day,
while mamma and Mary drove out to the farm
where Henry and Will were, and where the
most delightful times in the world were to be
had.

And so it continued.

James was a bright boy, and soon found out
that his parents were forgetting purposely, and
that if he wished to have requests granted him,
he must mend his own ways.

As the days went by, he ceased forgetting, and
it seemed as though papa and mamma were
falling into that bad habit.

Now that James had his boots, he greatly de-
sired a pair of skates for Christmas.

He talked it over with Mary, with mamma and
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papa, but he was afraid the latter would fofget
to buy them.

This thought caused him secret anguish.

At last, fearing he could not stand so keen a
disappointment, he said to mamma :

“I will truly, truly be good, if papa does not
forget my skates.”

Mamma, who had noted her little boy’s im-
provement, said she would caution papa not to
forget.

So when Christmas morning dawned, there were
James’ skates awaiting him.

James had learned his lesson; there was no

more forgetting.
— Adapted from the Sacred Heart Review.

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

What bad habit did James Powers have? Do you ever
forget anything? Tell some of the things James forgot.
What did his mother say to him? What did his father do?
Why did not James have a birthday party ? What is meant
by a “harvest home”? What good time did James miss?
Why were the parents forgetting purposely ? Did he get his
Christmas present ?

This story lends itself to reproduction and dramatization.
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THE CHICKEN'S MISTAKE

wistfully scratching muttered sphere

A little downy chicken one day
Asked leave to go to the water,

Where she saw a duck with her brood at play,
Swimming and splashing about her.

Indeed, she began to peep and cry,
When her mother wouldn’t let her:
«If ducks can swim there, why can’t 1;

Are they any bigger or better?”

Then the old hen answered, ¢ Listen to me,
And hush your foolish talking;
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Just look at your feet, and youn will see
They are only made for walking.”

But chicky wistfully eyed the brook,
And didn’t half believe her,

For she seemed to say, by a knowing look,
Such stories couldn’t deceive her.

And as her mother was scratching the ground,
She muttered lower and lower,

] think I can go there and not get drowned,
And so I think I'll show her.”

Then she made a plunge, where the stream was
deep,
And saw too late her blunder;
For she hadn’t hardly time to peep
Till her foolish head went under.

And now I hope her fate will show
The child, my story reading,

That those who are older sometimes know
What you will do well in heeding.

That each content in his place should dwell,
And envy not his brother;
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And any part that is acted well,
Is just as good as another.

For we all have our proper sphere below,
And this is a truth worth knowing.

You will come to grief if you try to go
Where you were never made for going,

— Pu@se CaAry.

NoTES AND QUESTIONS
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